This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Three Claims already Paid.) 


hy Jol foliar | 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


(ONE PENNY, — 


<.—No. 418.] ae ; SATURDAY, APRIL 9, 1892. rae 


=—— 


= <_<. 
SS 


a“ > 
CLEARING THE COURSE. 


“ Poor Pa seems to have taken a lively interest in the Boat Race this year, and what with his offers to stroke Cambridge and steer Oxford and umpire 
he whole affair, the crews have had far from a lively time of it. Finally, to quiet him, he was deputed to clear the course. Despite this fact, all 
ight have gone well with the race had not a boat, containing several ‘ Friv.’ yirls, hove in sight immediately off Chiswick Church. This was enough for 
Pupa. Pulling up, he was soon busy discussing the coal crisis with Tottie Goodenough. The two crews are now thirsting for Papa’s blood.” —Tvorsit. 


THE MURDER OF CALAS. 


THIS murder, committed at Toulouse “by the High Hand 
of Justice,” as it is described inarare book published at the 
time, is a very extraordinary one. The questions to be 
decided were, Whether a father and mother had strangled 
their own son “to obtain the favour of God"? Whethera 
brother had strangled his brother, or a friend his friend? 
And whether the judges had the guilt of having broken 
alive upon the wheel an innocent father, or having saved a 
guilty mother, brother and friend? 

John Calas, the unfortunate victim in this dreadful busi- 
ness, at the age of sixty-eight, had been a merchant at Tou- 
louse for about forty years. He had several children, among 
whom was a son, Mark Anthony, engaged in literature, but 
who was of a restless, morose character, and, being unlucky 
in all he attempted, opeuly declared his intention of putting 
an end to his life. He even expressed a desire to read every- 
thing that had been written about suicide. 

Tatlin An intimate friend of his and of the family, named 
Wil ill Lavaisse,a youth remarkable for his candour and amiability, 
Jit il called one evening and supped at Calas’ house. Mark 
rte Anthony was of the company, and, during the evening, 

| 2 elt mysteriously disappeared. When young Lavaisse had taken 

All this wet and no umbrella! Dear me, how sad ! “It back by a servant ? Well, all right, my little pet, Harder than ever; and when poor Bubbles at last Tiedt cee tie t nad Mee 4 th st ia siri a‘ - el tobi 
take it, and I'll wait under this tree.”’. And so Bubbles left his shelter, five minutes was quite sufficient to shirt, hanging from a nail on the door of a warehouse. His 


haps you'll accept my escort. Eh? What? Pa 
object? Well, really—— What's tbat? Lend did, for four long, weary hours. In the meantime, — wet him to the skin. Chivalry does not pay in 1892, : 
The ladies are not what they used to be. clothes were carefully folded and lay on the counter, Hlis 


my umbrella, and you will send— rain came down— 
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shirt was not discomp -ed, his hair was carefully combed, and his 
body had neither wounds uor bruises, r 

] -vaisse and Peter Cuccs, in great distress, ran to bring surgeons 
and ofticers of justice, Whilst the parents of the dead man were 
weeping bitterly over the body, e 

At that period, religious strife ran high at Toulouse, John Calas 
wasa Protestant,and the greatest prejudice existed against heretics. 
Some furious fanatic declared that Calas had hanged his own son, 
and that it was a principle among Protestants that a mother and 
father should murder their own son rather than allow him to 
become a Catholic. When the minds of men are once set in 
notion, it is difficult, if not impossible, to stop them, Before the 
trial commenced, the populace was clamouring for the blood of 
the father, the mother, the younger brother, Lavaisse, the suicide’s 
friend, and an old female servant of the unhappy family. 

According to the laws then existing, the suicide’s body should 
have been dragzed through the streets, but it was buried with great 
pomp, althouszh the priest of the church where the burial took 
place protested against the ceremony. The order of White Peni- 
tents celebrated 1» solemn service at the suicide's interment. They 
made a Saint of him, and drew some of his teeth to preserve as 
relics. Miracles occurred, a deaf man recovered his hearing, and 
an apoplectic priest took a simple emetic, and was all right again 
directly. Four thousand Huguenots had once been massacred at 
Toulouse, and since that time yearly sétes were held to commemo- 
rate the event. It was publicly proclaimed that the scaffold on 
which Calas, the heretic, was to be put to his horrible, lingering 
death, would be the greatest ornament of the festival. 

Thirteen judges daily assembled to try the case, and the trial 
went on for many days, although there was absolutely no proof of 
guilt against the prisoners. Eventually, the verdict was given, and 
the miserable father found guilty and condemned, although it was 
clearly impossible that he, an old man, nearly seventy, whose lez 
had long been swollen and feeble, should alone have been able to 
strangle or hang a son who was eight-and-twenty. and who was 
known to be of uncommon strength. No matter! the end of it all 
was, that the old man died on the instrument of torture, appealing 
to God as the witness of his innocence and praying that He would 
pardon his judges. 

The daughters were then taken from the mother and put intoa 
convent, and her son into a monastery. Her goods were taken from 
her and she was left a beggar. But later on inquiry was made into 
the case. The persons accused were in Paris again, put on their 
trial, the innocence of John Calas was established, aud the widow 
awarded thirty-six thousaud livres by the king. 


* * * * * * 
LATEST FROM ALEXANDRY.—“ The poastman ‘ave brort another 
card an’ ‘ave charge 2d., he a-sain’ as the poastermarster-Giural 
think it would be as weil if Billiam sent bits of his back iu a en- 
velop, They piraits are still a-tlain’ of the pore boi.” 
(Next week,“ On Board a Slaver.") 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

bP Porese ponyenls wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not va ( loose stamps, 


We're obliged to you, Miss SELBY, for your charming little note, 
But regret we cannot offer our advice, You would indeed be 
Soolish if you did so, JOHNNY LLoyd, We wouldn't take it on at 
any price. It docsn't matter, INJURED, you can answer as you 
please. There's nothing, SNP, to chose between the two, 


do not mind accepting tt from you, If you'd read the paper, CORA 
you'd have noticed, we are sure, That the “agency's” been shunter 
since July. Wecannot use the sketches, FRED. uhey re altogether 
“off; We hardly know what Crayon would imply. We cannot 
use the manuscripts you send us, F. M. WHITE, You'd better send 
some stamps for their return, We're nerer tried the system, which 
you mention, E. F.S., It's really most enjoyable, we learn. 
-_s 
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£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLoper’s HALF-HOLIDAY"™ be Sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF -HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—_— 


Brown, Jones and Smith, respectively legal, divinity and medi- 
cal students, were discussing the merits of their future professions. 
“We punish the rogues,” said Brown, “and give honest men their 
own.” “Yes,” observed Jones ; “ but we show people the way to 
go to Heaven.” “We're the best, after all,” remarked Smith, “ for 
we send people there.” “ * 

s 


THAT policeman whom we noticed the other evening trying to 
“move on” a street pillar box, under the impression that it was an 
obstinate and inebriated guardsman, may only have been drinking 
the harmless ginger-pop beloved of our boy hood, but we're inclined 
tothink it’s ashade of odds on his having mixed a little sherbet in it, 

= 


HE fills us with a nameless dread, 
He puts us all to flight, 
He is the king of all the bores— 
The man who wwi// recite. 
 @ 


* 
“Tr yer please, sir,” inquired a coster of a legal gentleman, “can 
yer tell me wot Bill Jones got at Bow Street this mornin'?” “ Bill 
Jones?" remarked the legal Bigwig ; “oh, the magistrate exoner- 
ated him.” “Well, I’m blessed!" returned the coster, “that is ‘ard 
lines!’ I shud ‘ave thought he'd ‘ave let 'm off with ten bob or 
fourteen days.” ~~ 
* 


It was at a public exhibition, which shall be nameless, because 


ALLY doesn't believe in gratuitous advertising, and the members | 
of the press were passing out of the “ place of vantage” which had | 
been reserved for them, when a youth, of about fifteen, who was 


gazing with pen mouth astonishment and awe, exclaimed, to an 
elderly man by his side, “1 sav, dad, them’s newspaper men,” 
“Hush, hush!" charitably remarked the old man,“ you don't know 
Wit you may live to come down to yourself yet.” 


We're | 
very “igh and bac Jind SYLPH, but just to stretch the point, We | 
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FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 415.--The “ Universities” Costume. 


Gen'T'men. Afther the illigant speech 
we've had from Misther O'Durphy, I can 
say nothin’. Voices. Well, if you've 
nothin’ to say, sit down. 


IN DARKEST AFRICA. 
The costume to be worn this 
spring. 


wl 


She. My father’s in heaven, see ! 
He. Pooh! what of that? fy father’s in prison. 


The above is the por- 
trait of an ald geeser | 
who is in search of a | 
husband. { 


Sportsman, Look here, my man, run and see what 
they're laying against Saucy. 

Cheeky. No need to do that, guv., I'll lay you a bob 
to a tanner agin it mvself, 


eg 


(Saturday, April 9, 1892, 


THE Eminent was going home the other evening, and he haq— 
well, to put it mildly, he had drunk quite enough. In the sam. 
compartment of the railway carriage was po arse who 800n com. 
menced to give our old friend some good advice, winding up wit), 
“Why do you not take the pledge, my friend? I have done so, ang 
have never regretted.” “Have you, now?” replied ALLY, * {'o,, 
fler! poor f'ler! A parshon, too! Well, well, of coursh, every ma, 
nowel bis own weaknesh.” *,* . 


“Mapam,” said the shivering mendicant to the charitably qj: 

wed old lady, as she handed him the twopenny loaf which <), 
bed taken the trouble to purchase, “ Madam, I thank you for y.;; 
offer, but I cannot accept it. 1 am loth to believe that so betiey,.. 
lent looking a lady would purposely endeavour to deprive me of ; 
day's earnings ; and | am therefore willing to accept the monet::;, 
value of the loaf, and overlook your offer as the outcome of jg:,,,. 
rance. I havea conscience, madam ; and if you think that ¢,. 
science will permit me to accept food, and go on begging with an 
‘Lam Starving’ board round my neck, all I can say is, that your. 
doing me a downright injustice.” ns ‘ 


s 
I TOOK the manager a play, 
Said I, “There's money in it, 
So let me read it straight away.” 
Quoth he, “ All right, begin it.” 
I read. He aronied, in accents rough, 
“ Although I have a doubt of it. 
There may be money é» that stuff, 
There's none to be got out of it.” 


s 

“ MoDERN girls do know their way about. There's no manner of 
error about that. Susan Fitz Cauliflower had actually broken ot} 
her engagement exactly tifteen seconds only after accepting youn: 
Turveydrop. How was that?) Why, use when she said ‘ Ye., 
and he had clas her to his manly bosom, she felt there was 
no cheque book in his inside breast-pocket. And every city man 
ought to have one in his pocket when he says he’s going to buy 
the ring straight off.” *° 5 


Enterprising Manager (discussing the great question with cvs. 
tumier). | want the skirts in the new ballet neither to be the infer. 
nal concertina long skirts nor the old short puffs out. 

Costumier, Can't exactly follow you, sir. 

E. M. Oh, hang it all! can’t you take a hint?) 1 mean some- 
thing moderate—neither a fire-escape bag nor a ham-frill. 

ss 
oy 

“HERE comes De Languid,” said Box. “TI can’t imagine how 
that fellow passes his time.” “Passes his time! He doesn't,” 
remarked Cox. “He never walks fast enough. His time always 
passes him.” ** 


EVE told the first lie: but if Adam ever went on a fishing exeur. 
sion, you can bet your bottommost dollar that he came in a goud 
second. oe 

s 


The O'Flaherty. Misther O'Sullivan, will ye stop and have a 
friendly discussion on the matther of Home Rule? 
O'Sullivan, 1t'’s sorry 1 am, but it’s not convanient jest now. 
The O'F. And why not, honey? 
O-S. Why, to tell ye the truth, sor, I haven't got me stick handy. 
se 


se 
It’s wonderful how mild men come down when they get married. 
Last year and a half ago doing the dook at the music hall matiney, 
and flioging his quids about right and left, and now actually 
stealing the office sealing-wax to mend his baby's feeding-bottle, a: 
he won't even run to the price of having it done up at the glass shup. 


* 

“ How to dress as a lady on ten pounds a vear” 
May puzzle some damsels, but Tootsie de Vere, 
Who stands in the chorus first row at the “ Friv..” 
The mild riddle merchant can lots of points give ; 
For Tootsie sans talent, sans all except cheek, 
Can keep a smart brougham on a guinea a week. 

s 


* 

“Your worship,” said the defendant's counsel, “ you will have 
learnt from the statement of counsel for the prosecution that mv 
unfortunate client is charged with having kissed a lady ina rail- 
way carriage without her consent. I am instructed that my client 
is insane—yes, insane! and I feel sure that I have only to ask the 
prosecutrix to raise her veil to convince your worship of the 


defendaut’s complete mental derangement.” 
ss 


. 

OLp Hunk’s ox-tail soup is far from being above suspicion, and 
the other evening, noticing four or five young men guests earnesi|y 
engaged up in the corner of the drawing room while waiting for 
dinner, he approached and inquired the cause of the confabulation. 
“Oh! weare making a sweepstake for the one who gets the piece 
of bone in his soup. Will you chip in?” 

os 


s 
Mike, Sure, and where's Patsy? 
Jim. Haven't yer heard, bedad? Sure, and he had a taste of 3 

shillalah, the other night, and broke his scull. 
Mike. Poor boy! How was that, thin? 
Jim, Putting his oar in other people's conversation, begorrah. 
Mike. Whoy, 1 thought yer said it was a scull. 
ss 


*» 

POINTING to young lady holding up her dress as she crossed the 
street, Simper said, “ Aw, is that good form, chappie?” “1 should 
say it was,’ observed Chappie, after prolonged inspection ; “but 
they make up so awfully, nowadays, ¢hat it’s impossible to be cer- 
tain.” + 


THE kiss of peace after the morning's “smoker ” is all very well ; 
but it ain't half so blooming hearty as the kiss of bally “ pieces, 
after he’s given his missus that cheque to spring on her spring rs 
out. = * 

2 


SLOPER is a Freemason, of course, and SLOPER says that he 
knows of very few bricklayers who are members of the craft, but 
he believes that he is right in describing them as (H)odfellows. 

*=? 


s 
IN the spring the young man’s fancy 
Lightly turns to thoughts of skates ; 
In the spring we put on ulsters 
When we're bound to leave our grates. 
In the a men wear their muftlers 
And the girls their sealskin cloaks, 
For that gay Clerk of the Weather 
Once again is at his jokes, 


“Tam not the man of capital that I should like to be.” said 
ALLY, “or I'd be quite ready to float a new company for the 
Compression of Ballet Skirts into Tennis Ball Stuffing.” And ALLY 
shook his head sadly. “Cheer up, old twopenn‘orth,” sang ont 
Mac ; “don't make your head ache with thinking about it. You ean 
float it. You've boozed enough, at other folk’s expense, in your 
time to float the dome of St. Paul's turned upside down, let alone 
such a small show as that.” wo. 
* 

“WouLD you like a nice boa?” asked Belinda Bladder® 
betrothed up to date, and she was congratulating herself on the 
prospect of touching him for a sweet ite in sables, when that 
awful Olive Branch of a brother cut in with, “Sis has got one— 
you're her boa!” The betrothed up to date imagined there wa 
some covert allusion to his having, at the garden gate, encirc!' 
Belinda’s neck, and he was smiling a sickly, ghastly grin when te 
Twiglet made everything clear, and caused the betrothed up 
date to clear out by adding, “ Yes, Sis told ma you were the bigg¢-! 
bore she ever had to put up with!” 


Saturday, April 9, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE TIVOLI. 


Nort the Tivoli of the Campagna, with its villas of Horace and 
M.vcenas, where oysters were eaten iced and the ladies used their 
% calcined shells instead of poudre 
de riz; not the Tivoli eighteen 
miles from Rome, where, eighteen 
months ago, when I was only so 
high, | was so happy at the Hotel 
Sibilla, when——ah, me! but what's 
it matter? They're all alike. 

Not the Tivoli, either, dear to the 
memory of the Dook Snook, which 
was, in the early crinoline epoch, 
still flourishing Nuxurlantiy in the 
neighbourh of Margate. ‘Twas 
there that Augustus Mayhew, ona 
gala night, found the gentlemen 
visitors in straw hats and the lady 
visitors in evening dress, eight 
musicians and four masters of the 
ceremonies—being at about the rate 
of one performer and half an M.C, 
to every four visitors. It was here, 
too, that he heard a comic gentle- 
man sing a song about “ Charming 
Woman,” one verse of which ran 
thus— 

“She can coax and scold him, too, 

And whop hit till he’s black and blue, 

And leave him, and still be true— 
Woman, charming woman, 0!" 

Said Augustus, in conclusion, 
“We left Tivoli, and never remem- 
ber to have passed a more delizht- 
ful evening, or one more free from 
bustle and excitement.” 

No, it isn’t that Tivoli, either—or 
what was once called the Tivoli 
Restaurant, a somewhat melan- 
choly establishment, the walls of 
which were adorned by life-sized sprawling classicalities. But it is 
he Tivoli Music Hall, to which the restaurant, lager beer bar, and 
he first rather unlikely musie hall has been changed into, and over 

shich the ever young and genial Charles Morton smiles blandly. 

a, Boom-de-ny 1” 

Yes, certainly ; but Tiv-o-li, Boom-de-ay might have been more 

ppropriate, perhaps, or Pav-vav-vav, B.-D.-A., one evening, about 

fortnight ago, when Charles, after Our Lottie had coneluded her 
urn, handed her, on behalf of the Tivoli and Pavilion Music Hall 
ompanies, a diamond bracelet and pendant in appreciation of her 
alent. 

Much that is erudite has been written about Lottie’s song. The 
pid days of the Chaumiére, Constant, Tonnelier, Tivoli (the Parisian 
pn), the Bal Montesquieu, Valentino, Mabille and other terpsi- 

horean resorts, coupled with the names of 

“hneider, Judic, Fifine, and even Grille 

‘Egout, have been trotted out and learnedly 
ommented on; and, whilst there are some 

em to regret that the high kick should 
again be in fashion, others don't—the 
Dthers being certainly in the majority—and 

hee ought just now to be doing very well 
ndeed, 

There were some very good turns the 
bight I was at the Tivoli, Marie Leblanc’s 

ng of “The girls of four nations,” English, 

rish, French and American, deservedly finds 
uch favour with the audience. There is the 
nglish miss, who is so shy, aud the coy 
olleen: the high toned Yank maiden and 
he ttle French work-girl, who breaks the 
bbath with a cancan, 

Alma Stanley here, as at the Pav., is very 
ordially received, and should be quite as 

ankful as the public that the happy idea 

curred to her of “ coming over to the halls,” 
Probably the success of Mr. Albert Chevalier 
ad much to do with Alima's decision, 

Charles Godfrey's song, “Saturday night in 

e Mile End Road,” is very effectively ren- 
ered ; and, as | have no doubt it is taken 
rom life, I can only say that some Mile 
nders ought to be quite ashamed of them- 

Ives, and even possibly are. Charlie's song, 
In Regent Street,” is also well received, and 

a clever and amusing study. 

_Macdermott brings down the house with 
is political pootrs, and R. G. Knowles does 
me patter business quite as quickly as ever 
harles Mathews could have done. Albert 
hevalier is all here, up to date and down to 

he “pearly.” I'm getting just a trifle tired of the Sally who 
nswered “ Yuss!" but Mrs, ‘Enery 'Awkins is a great favourite of 
ine, and I agree with Albert that it's a “fust-class name.” 

I can't exactly say | like shooting exhibitions at a music hall, 
ut there are two parties by the name of Western and Martyn at 

e Tiv. whose performance is thrilling in the extreme. land the 
ther young girl things shivered and squealed, in fact, the majority 

the audience, although they could not but admire the marks- 

anship of the pair, seemed to derive but little enjoyment from 
he “turn,” and the big sigh of relief went up when it was all safely 
ver, It's hardly likely that either of the shootists will ever miss, 
ut if an accident does ever occur, it will be a bad look out for the 
survicor and for—the 

Tivoli. 

The Brothers Horn 
oblige with a boxing 
sketch, which is amus- 
ing ; Johnny Dwyer has 
a curious fantastic song, 
and the Delevines do 
winking wonders with 
their wirv legs. Harry 
Pleon burlesques our 
Lottie’s business rather 
drolly, and George 
Beauchamp utilizes the 
melody. 

The Tivoli is now a 
most comfortable hall, 
and the entertainment 
is excellent. Charles 
Morton, who has been 
somewhat — indisposed 
for some weeks, is, | ain 
happy to say, all him- 
self again, and said he 
to me the other even- 
ing, “ Tootsie, my dear. 
I never feel so happy 
as when IT am ac-Tivoli 
employed.” There, 
what do you think of 
him, eh?) We shall 

— have him taking a 

Western and Martyn, comic turn soon, | feel 
certain—a new version, 

haps of © Ta-ra-ra——"". . . In the meantime, you may as well 
and enjoy the bill of fare he has provided, but be careful how 

B practis. the graceful action necessary to accentuate “ T'a-ra-ra—" 


R. G. Knowles. 


Lilian Price. 
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“SOLDIER OR SAILOR.” 
SOLDIER or sailor, tinker or tailor, 
Rich man or r mun, beggarman, thief? 
Well, this old rhyme is wasting my time, 
And | don't really know if it's worth belief, 


Soldier or sailor, tinker or tailor, 
Who wants athief? Well, not I for one. 
Slowly the leaves fall, surely that’s not all? 
Answer | must have, and just for fun. 


Soldier or sailor, good-bye to tailor : 
There—I've a sweetheart somewhere at sea, 

Just what I wanted. Now, nothing daunted, 
May fortune fair bring my dear love to me. 


THE NAUGHTY BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
( Edited and annotated by himself.) 
CHAPTER I, 
MY BIRTH. 

THAT I was born there can be no doubt. Iam here. My friend 
McGooseley sometimes remarks that there never could be any 
doubts of my existence, for | am always all there, particularly if 
drink's in the way, McGooseley is at times amusing, but too 
personal. 1 was born at an early hour, when the early postman 
was beginning to make his rounds, 

An ancient friend of the family—humble, but fidelity itself—has 
told me much of the time so important to me—some say to the 
world. Poor, good Snooks, he has gone now to join the great 
majority. As a man in possession he was a man and a brother, 
indeed. The haughty substitute for the sheriff in the present day 
has not his equal. 

“ Cheer up, sir!" he said to my father, who was rather low down, 
both on his own account and that of my poor dear mother. “Cheer 
up, sir! let the water rates be blowed—shove that there writ behind 
ihe fire, take a sight at that blessed pitcher, and let's make a night 
of it.” 

My poor father, he was ever ready to do what he was asked, 
though he could never be driven. The drooping and raising 
of an eyelid would have carried him to the bar of the “Red 
Anchor,” while a company of Guards with bayonets fixed couldn't 
have forced him into a prayer meeting. Half an hour afterwards, 
the purl* was simmering iu the pot. 
was seated calmly under the kitchen table—he said he had rather 
got the sun in his eyes and the top would shade them—trying to 
compose a christening song, discoursing the most excellent music 
with a piece of tissue paper and a side comb he had borrowed from 
the monthly nurse. “1 wish that woman didn't wear so much of 
that confounded bandoline,” he said, “it spoils all my upper G.s,” 

Such was his business. 

I was born, as one might say, in the very portal of the hall of 
Nemesis. 

The nurse came down the stairs. 

“Mr. SLOPER," she said, “are you a man and a brother or a man 
and a beast—making that there dratted row when your poor dear 
wife can ‘ear every blessed sound?” 

“Go 'long !" said my dear father, “you'll find an old fish kettle 
under the wash-house sink—shove the door-mat in it, and cover it 
over with two penn‘orth of tlock—he'll be as snug as——" 

“Beasts!” cried Mrs. Timmins, “All the men 
crocodiles |" 

“1 wish,” said my father, slowly and solemnly, “I'd been born'sh 
a crocodile—old man—as then, if I kissed the girls they couldn't 
hurt me if they tried to scratch my face.” 

The nurse retired upstairs. 

One hour afterwards | came into the world. 

“Lord bless the bouncing boy, mum,” said the nurse, “if you was 
to weigh him agin’ the pudden he'd lick it.” 

“1 daresay he would,” said my father, “if his tongue was next it.” 

® PURL: A drink composed of hot porter, made remarkably tasty. It 
differs from dog's nose, in the fact that the latter is composed of cold gin and 
ale. Both are much to be recommended as refreshing (the former in winter 
time), nutritious and inexpensive. They can be drunk early in the morning 
after a latish night in company with a red herring for break! They should 
not be poured out too fast so as to take a head on them, asin all probability the 
drinker has already as much a head on himself as he cares for.—ED. 


is cruel 


TOPSEY-TURVEYDOM. 
METEOROLOGICAL. 
In the days of old the springtime was the pretty birds’ new wingtime 
And they joyously would sing time the crocuses were growing. 
But to-day we start our cricket on an iron frost-bound wicket, 
And the rime hangs in the thicket while spring blizzards fierce 
are blowing. 
INDUSTRIAL, 
In my early youth to miners hig “ out-puts” meant no repiners, 
For work to them meant “shiners.” Now their policy is “ Crisis.” 
And they're hard at work at “playing " while the coal, although 
it’s staying . : : . 
Down the pits, there’s no gainsaying, coming quickly up (in price) 
1s. 
DRAMATIC. 
On the stage in days departed al! our heroes were true hearted. 
Though through four acts merit smarted, in the fifth it bore the 


palm, & 
Traditlon now aholished, for to-day by villains polished, 
All the virtues are demolished in the much too modern drama. 


INFERENTIAL. 
So I’ve come to the conclusion, which accounts for this intrusion, 
That an era of confusion all the earth is dominating. 
Rocks of faith are rent asunder, novel strata rise from under, : 
And in abject, silent wonder for the end of things I’m waiting. 


——— 


A MISCALCULATION. 

HE learnt it froma book about cookery or household manage- 
ment, or something of that sort, when it figured under the heading 
of “ Ways of Passing a Rainy Afternoon,” or something like that: 
and he thought it was not a bad sort of game to introduce to 
Angelina Claude, and he did. . 

“Angy,” he said, “if ie will write downa few figures and follow 
my directions, I will tell your birthday and your age. 

‘And Angy, with the old gold hair, conscious of her youth, con- 
sented, and got a sheet of note-paper. : 

“Now, put down the day of the month on which you were born.” 

“T have,” she said, 

“Now, put alongside it the number of the month of the year in 
which you were born—that is, if you were born on November 17th, 
yon would put down 17, 11,” ‘ 

‘The pretty lips smiled in porting, and the curly head nodded 
affirmatively. 

“ Multiply by 2." 

She nodded again, 

“ Add five.” 

She added five. 

“ Multiply by 50,” 

And she did. 

Add your age. 

“Yes,” 

“ Subtract 365-" 

“Very well; only you must give mea minute— Right.” 

* Done it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well—er—hand the paper to me. By subtracting 115 from it, 
I see that you were born on the thirty-fourth day of the fourteenth 
month of the year, and are two hundred and sixty-seven years——" 

Half an hour later, when he withdrew his head from the horse- 
trough, where her eldest brother had placed it, he mentally regis- 
tered a bitter vow to give up practical mathematics for ever. 


In two hours afterwards he | 


AN UNROMANTIC HERO. 


—~— 


Bessi£ BLADrs was the daughter of Blades, the butcher, and, in 
addition, the belle of Mugwumpton, Blades was reputed to possess 
wealth, and, as 
Bessie —_ certainly 
possessed] charms, 
what wonder that 
the vic: men of 
Muezwumpton, 
eligible or other- 
wise, threw them- 
selves at her tiny 
little feet?) She 
smiled on all of 
them, except one, 
This unlucky in- 
dividual, who 
would have given 
his ears for a fond 
glance from 
Bessie’s eyes, re- 
joiced in the name 
of John Binns, 
sorrowed in’ the 
cold shade of 
Bessie’s neglect, 
and thrived as oa 
saddler and currier 
in her native town, 

Why did Bessie 
thus single him out 
for disfavour? 
Probably because 
she cared more for 
him than for the 
rest. Certainly she 
was all smiles and sweetness to Mr. Camfer, the chemist, who was 
as distasteful to her as his own bitter aloes, She had always a kind 
word for Tafilat, the grocer, whom she deemed as shifty as the sand 
in his own sugar, As for Bob Green, the cornchandler, she never 
met him without an interchange of ghaff; but to John Binns she 
was obdurate. 

There came a circus to Mugwumpton, and Bessie was dying to 
visit it, until she learned that Binns had procured reserved seats for 
her, when she declared she didn't care a pin for circuses, Then, 
when Tom Tatilat expressed a desire to take her, once again she 
veered, and the opening day found her seated beside Tafilut in the 
front row of the reserved seats, 

Binns was seated beside her, mute and dumb, while Bafilat, who 
was an up to date young man, rattled on till Bessie’s eyes danced 
with merriment, 

The piece de résistance was the performance of Lalla, the lion- 
tamer, the queen of 
the king of beasts. 
A cage containing a 
Nubian lion’ was 
drawn on a trolly 
into the centre of 
the arena, aud Lalla 
entered the lion's 
cage, 

“That's more 
than you'd dare do.” 
Bessie giggled to 
Tafilat, who replied, 
with a glance in- 
tended to be tender, 
“Td do anything 
for you.” 

* “It's more than 

Mr. Binns would 

anyway,” Bessie said 

at John, whosimply 
. grinned. 

“Would you 
really, if I asked 
you, ¢o into a lion's 
den?" persisted 
pret y Bessie, nettled 

»y his grim, mute 

sarcasin, 

“Certainly not. [ 
wouldn't be such a 
fool for you or any- 
body,” replied the 

unromantic John, bluntly; and Bessie, with flushing cheeks, re- 
commenced her flirtation with Tafilat with redoubled fury. 

Meantime, Lalla was making her lion do all sorts of things he 
objected to, judging from the occasional growl that broke from 
him as he jumped across bars and through hoops, 

“Allez! Houpe-la! Crack! Allez, Hola!” 

Once the sullen beast catches a hind paw on the bar, and, in an 
incautious moment, Lalla has cut him across the tlank with her 
whip. A shriek bursts from every woman in the audience. The 
girl is down, the lion’s paw is on her breast, his hot breath on her 
cheek. Who is the tamer now, my lady? 

“For God's sake save ker!” shrieks Bessie Blades to anybody— 
everybody. Tafilat is taking part iu a panic stricken rush for the 
door, 

But someone has bounded over the barrier and is springing across 
the sawdust, has snatched a red hot bar from one of the atten- 
dants who was poking with it at the lion ineffectually from out- 
side, has entered the cage, and, regardless of life or limb, has dashed 
at the king of 
beasts with the 
heated iron, 
struck clean and 
square at the lion’s 


Bessie's eyes danced with merriment. 


Struck at the lion's face. 


' face,and the brute, 


snarling and roar- 
ing, has backed on 
his haunches to a 
corner of the cage. 
With a hook-end 
rod the fainting but 
living form of Lalla 
is meantime drag- 
ged from the caze; | 
then John Binns 
backs slowly out. 

And then a girl, 
who has been 
screaming all the 
while, “Oh, John, 
I love you! It 
was only you I 
loved !” flings her- 
self into his arms, 
sobbing and = ca- 
ressing. 

“You declared 
you wouldn't go 
into a lion's cage 
if I told you, but 
you did,” says 

sessie, a while after. f 

“Not because vou told me; T wouldn't be such a fool,” says Jol.n, 
“but because a life was in danger.” ; 

And Bessie, somehow, likes him all the more for his unromantic 
bluntuess, 


Flings herself into his arms. 


A ROMANCE OF THE PEERAGE. 
“Good gad! she’s rejected my offer of mar- 
riage! a Miss Nobody — rejectei my tender 
heart, wy title, and £20,000 a year! and this 
the nineteenth century, Good gad!" 


*e° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photoyraphs from those 


Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 229.—Miss L1zz1E AMPHLETT. 


“No artist's mind conceived a fairer maid.” — The Dook Snook. 
“This heart, dear love, believe is thine alone.” _—Lord Bob. 


“*Tis beauty such as hers that doth bewitch me.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


(1). As the Elder and the rest of the Browsiders were proceeding to Kirk the 


other Sabbath,— 


A very pretty picture and a triumph of the scenic art, 
had it not been for the stage manager forgetting his hat; 
and the curtain up, too! 


“Yes, Bob! I'm on the sick list. 
arm.” 


ENGLISH AS SHE !S SPOKE. 


“Oh! you mean you're on the bisicklist.” 


(Saturday, April 9, 1899 


“It's dreadful, being short-sighted, dear, 
Every time I go toa ball I have to takeg 
telescope with me in order to spet a partir, 
Horrible nuisance, isn’t it?” — Extract 
Jrom Letter of Yuung Lady, 


I fell off my bisickle and bruke me 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS LOTTIE COLLINS. 


SSS; 3 


(1). Said SLOPER, last week, after tea, “The twin twigs of the Familee Shall, if 
they're good, both go with me, And clever Lottie Collins see. So, ma, just wake ‘em, look 
all there, And wash their faces, brush their hair; To wait up for us, don’t pre, 

I've got the key, so that’s all square. Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay, Ta-ra-ra. Boom-de-ay, 
Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay, Ta-ra-ra, Kuom-de-ay.’"——(2). But when they'd started for 
the show, Said Mrs. S..“ Td like to know Why I'm left ont? it’s mean and low. 
Come, Billy, you and I will ga.” So, soon she made herself look smart, Quite capti- 
vating Billy's heart, In fact, he called her “ Little tart.” Then in a hansom off they 
start. “ Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay,” etc. (3). But Jubilee in tantriuns flies When he is 
left behind, and cries, And rubs his knnekles in his eyes (He'd just been making 
some mud pies). The Blue Eyed looks in at the dvor, And says, “There, shut up; 


hold your jaw! We both can do the like. Um sure.” They dress, and guing off they 


| 


roar, “Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay,” etc.— (4). Evelina then does creep To the window, 
takes a peep, Sees her Alexandry leap Into a cab, then fallsa heap. From the floor sic 
rises, riled, * Oh!" cries she, iu accents wild, “He's gone to meet some other chill! 
I'll follow!" and she grimly smiled. “Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay,” etc. At the Pav. 
the twins and Pa Soon arrive—it wasn't far, Ted Swanborough, quite jocular, 
Cries, * Hallo, ALLY ; there you are!” When the Babes are in their seats, SLOPEK 
to the bar retreats, To sherry wine the barmaid treats. Then Mrs. Sluper's eye !« 
meets. “Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-av,” etc. She wants to know if he's no shame; Billy 
supports the fainting dame; The boys arrive: cry, * Here's a game!” To get them 
out is Swanborough’s aim. When, at that moment, there appears Poor Evelina, 
bathed in tears, As they retire, A. SLOPER hears Miss Collins singing midst loud 
cheers.—(5). “ Ta-ru-ra, Boom-de-uy,” etc. (And he calls this an interview.—ED.) 


CONTINUED INUNDATIONS. 


(2). The Elder lightly said, “ Fine frash weather for the time o' = freens. Will Laird McWaspy slip doou the lum an’ mak' the poopit : -ady for tLe 
meenister ?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


\: 


Evarss- Exhibibier- 


Sa 


“Parental a . 


rr a) 
2 Se -Gold -Diggings 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Here you are, boys and girls! Here's yet another tastv repast for you, all hot and ready. | voice we hear Bill Archer raise Against the censorship 7, plays :—The girl's mamma, the other 
1 to.—Oh, shade of Shakespeare ! What atale! Swect Mistress Anne's house up for sale:—A | day, Was fined for acting in this way.—There you are! Isn't that about as recherché a collation 
n collection—what ago! The Guildhall asa picture show :—Immense excitement now prevails | a8 you could well imagine, well served and easily digested? You will have to go a long way before 
nut the gold in Northern Wales :—Election time is here—of course Bold Sammy rides hishighrst | you tind a better seven course banquet at the same price. There is no charge for attendance, but 
se :—The French and Germans, ‘twould appear, Have both balloons that they can steer :—His | all waiter's tips will be gratefully received by——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 

= s 4 sie ER Poet eos es a 


ASTRAL BODIES. 


Good gracious, Juggins! what's up? Have you been bathing in 


ink pot?” 
No, dear boy. Mother-in-law’s just popped off, and I've been tify 
vering a few thousand congratulations.” Yy 4 f 
' y “TI am forced to dress in this style, old chappie. A 
j man is in duty bound to dress up to his calves, don't- 
cherknow.” 


iu) tity ay) mr 
Mg jl 


Vows ee) 

pee 
y 2 
“You wouldn't think it, but that man is full of 
“ And if only you'll consent, dear, our lives will be bright and pure as yon distaut stars.” ” “Sole! Qh, I see; he’s been having a heavy 


© you know which is Lord Goodenongh's house?” 
0, miss, I don't know the gentleman myself, but I daresay " 3 se 
tell you in the corner pub., as probably he uses that house.” “ Yea, no doubt: I shall be Venus, and you'll be—the Great Bear! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


On, yes, it's all very well, Mr. SLOPER, to say you want a nice 
smart paragraph about the Boat Race—something new and original, 
andall that; but, hangitall! it’s 
nothing less than a downright 
impossibility, and that's all 
aboutit. This isthe forty-eighth 
race, and, since 1829, scribes 
of all sorts have made it subject 
matter for their pens, and there 
is not one original remark or 
sentimentinconnectionwith the 
contest that has not been done 
to death. Everybody knows 
that it is one of the few great 
sporting events which are de- 
cided “on the square”; that, 
though its popularity has de- 
creased, it will never die, and 
will always continue to excite 
the interest of rowing men of 
all classes. We all know, too, 
what a splendid excuse it 
atfords our sisters, our cousins, 
our sweethearts, and even our 
wives to array themselves taste- 
fully in more or less dainty 
confections, delightful harmo- 
nies in blue; we all know that 
sovereign fost in the inevitable 


oi sweepstake; that luncheon over 
ise iu ys, the club boathouse—Dbless you ! 
chere’s nothing in connection 


with tie University Boat Race uaat isn't as stale as the patter of a 
music hall ventriloquist. ‘6 
*= 


THE following amounts received for “ Ally’s Christmas Appeal” 
will be carried forward to next winter's Fund :—J. Andrews, 28. 6d.; 
F. A. Chapman, 2s. 6d.; W. Hanes and Children, 5s.; Edward 
Stiles Ely, 11s. 9d. ; “ Bective Good Old Annual,” ls. 2d. 

ss 
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THERE is a cheerful and, considered collectively, decidedly 
meritorious exhibition of oil paintings by artists of the British and 
Foreign schools at Mr. McLean's Haymarket Gallery, which opened 
last week. There are fifty-seven exhibits, of which Mr. G. Clausen’s 
“A Little Brittany Peasant Girl” (1); Herr Seiler’s “ Meditation” 
(2); Mr. Van Haanen’s “Dark and Fair” (2t): Mr. Moore's 
“Summer Time Off the Channel [<lands" (33), and J, W. Godward's 
“The Rose” (30), are perhaps the best examples, 

s* 


* 

On the evening of Thursday of last week, the City Police 
assembled in force at the “Cannon Street Hotel.” Passers by, 
unaware of the festive nature of the 
gathering, may, perhaps, have gone 
away with the impression that the 
landlord was being run in for selling 
intoxicating liquors after prohibited 
hours, or something of that sort. 
That such was not the case was 
apparent by a casual glance at the 
interior of the hotel. The occasion 
was a Grand Ball given by the City 
of London Police Band, and it is 
almost unnecessary to state that the 
affair was excellent. Everything 
taken in hand by the police seems 
to be a success, that is to say, when 
they are off duty. Their success in 
taking in hand when on 
duty is too well known to 
comment on here. 


s 

THE Patron of Genius 
has this day been graciously 
pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
ALFRED GERMAN REED, 
because his entertainments 
are better than ever. “ Fey- 
ther,” chirped the Celestial 
Orbed Seraph, “ Alfred's a 
real chip o' the old * block,’ ' 
ain't ‘e/” “He am, my son, 
leastways, I should say he are,” responded the Antiquated; and 
father and son linked arms and went out in search of the early 
morning rum aud milkman, * 


: ee | Hl 


THE President and Committee of the London Vegetarian Society 
request the pleasure of A. SLOPER’S company at a public debate to 
be held at the Memorial Hall, Farringdon Street. The receipt of 
the above invitation, printed on greenish coloured cardboard, one 
day last week, rather upset the Eminent’s equanimity for the time 
being. But rapidly pulling himself together, and strongly fortify- 
ing himself with “Unsweetened,” A. SLOPER proceeded to the 
scene of action. Arriving there, SLOPER at once settled down to 
business, which took the shape of gathering in as much information 
as possible on the subject of vegetables. Somehow or another 
things got a little mixed—vegetables and vaccination going hand 
in hand; and as everyone seemed to be talking of nothing parti- 
cular, and themselves generally, the Eminent seized a welcome 
opportunity by advancing his own views “on the utility of imbibing 
TUnawestened* Somehow or snother this subject did not seem 
to catch on, and a scene of wild disorder resulted, in the midst of 
which the Crumbling Old Sinner was chucked, 


s 

WHETHER the New Olympic Theatre is flourishing under its 
present management it is difficult to say, but the frequent 
changes of pro- 
gramme which are 
taking place at this 
once popular resort 
leads one to the con- 
clusion that the con- 
trary is the case. 
The modus operandi 
at this theatre is de- 
cidedly peculiar. A 
free pass is nota free 
pass, as far as the 
New Olympic is con- 
cerned, and the un- 
\ wary playgoer in 
possession of one of 
those pieces of paper 
(of which there are 
many floating about 
London) _ entitliny 
bearer to a seat in 
the pit or gallery, 
ns the case may 
be, finds himself, on 
presenting it, 
mulcted in a sum 
amounting to about half the original cost of the seat. So much for 
free complimentary passes. Zheodora, with Miss Grace Hawthorne 
in the cast, will, perhaps, turn the ebbing fortunes of the house, At 
anyrate, it is to be hoped so. The present procedure of the manage- 
iment savours too much of sharp practice to make it anything but 
obnoxious to the general public. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Great, indeed, was the excitement at “The Sloperies" when it 
arrived at St. 


became known that the northern sealing fleet ha 
John's, Newfoundland, having succeeded 
in capturing the phenomenal number of 
208,000 seals ; for all our young men are 
more or less interested in the various 
items of loveliness who nightly disport 
themselves on the boards of the “ Friv.” ; 
and, generous as the Old Man is, the price 
of sealskin mantles makes an awful hole in 
the salary of even the most munificently 
paid of us. But the splendid capture of 
the aquatic mammals %rought joy into 
our hearts, Sealskin, we retlected, would 
next season be abundant, and, conse- 
quently, cheap; and the darlings of our 
hearts should no longer reproach us and 
threaten to transfer their affections to 
other and wealthier mashes, but should 
blossom forth in all the glory of the 
coveted winter garment. Once again 
should the auriferous haired petlets lavish 
smiles and caresses upon us, there should 
be snug supper parties and jinks of the 
highest altitude generally. But now.alas! 
a scientific correspondent of the Daily 
News has blighted onr hopes by ane 
nouncing that the Newfoundland seals 
are of the hair—and not the fur—species, 
and only valuable for their oil, their skins 
being worth but a few shillings. It is, 
indeed, a weary, weary world, 
. 


. 
LOTTIE COLLINS was poorly the other 
night and in consequence couldn't do her turn at the Tivoli, and 
large placards to that effect were exhibited outside the front of the 
house, so that all might know that “ Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay " would 
not that night be warbled by its original ee The Tivoli 
management dezerves unstinted praise for this honest and straight- 
forward action, and the example thus set might with advantage 
be followed by the majority of the theatres, where the absence of a 
star is only notified to the audience by an announcement from the 
stage, or a printed slip inserted in the programmes. The house 
is full, however, the audience have paid their money and cannot 
get it back, and are bored by the dreary spectacle of an incompetent 
understudy vainly endeavouring to follow in the footsteps of the 
performer they chietly came to see, 
. 


By-THE-BY, who was the loud voiced individual in the gallery 
who interrupted Jenny Hill immediately she made her A 
by pertinently shouting, “Why don't yer pay yer coachman?" 
Perhaps Jenny will enlighten us? 

-# 
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LIKE two little schoolboys quarrelling over the possession of 
some small toy is the present pugilistic attitude taken up by both 
John Bull and 
Jonathan on the 
Rehrings Straits 
Question. In- 
stead of settling 
the dispute in 
a dignified 
manner, Lord 
Salisbury and 
President Harri- 
son must needs 
try the effect of 
bullying, thereby 
making the two 
countries, over 
whose destinies 
they respectively 
rule, the laugh- 
ingstock of the 
whole world. 
Harrison, who is 
evidently of the 
fire-eating class, 
seems to more 
hombastic than 
Salisbury ; — but 
this is accounted 
for by the fact 
of America being 
on the eve of a 
General Election. Votes are required by the Republicans, and by 
this method the President evidently expects to obtain them. 

ss 


s 

STILL another injustice to Oireland. This time the world 
renowned shamrock has been made the medium by which to attack 
the Irish race. It seems that a private in the Welsh Fusiliers, 
appearing on parade on St. Patrick's Day with a shamrock in his 
cout, 2 reckless ofticer had the effrontery to order him to remove 
it. The poor Government are saddled with the responsibility for 
this affair, and the badgering they have received from Nationalists 
in consequence proves that there is life iu the “ bhoys” yet. 

s 


s 
CHARLES COLLETTE, F.O.S., having returned from his tour 
through the Highlands, is appearing at the Metropolitan Music 
Hall, A meeting between Charles and the Elder McNab has been 
arranged. The object of the consultation is supposed to be not 
wholly unconnected with a new blend of “ Scotch.” 
ee 


s 

To say that éhe classic thoroughfare of Drury Lane was en fete 
upon the night of Friday, 25th, would be to give but a faint idea of 
the general festivity. Drury Lane, 
figuratively of course, stood on its 
head and kicked its heels wildly in 
the air with delight. Why? Oh, 
you don’t mean to say that you 
don't know that the excitement 
was caused by the visit of the 
Mouldering Structure and Family 
tothe Middlesex Music Hall? Well 
where have you lived all this time? 
Never been to the Middlesex? well, 
go at once—they give you a right 
good entertainmeut and charge you 
very little for it. 

bss 

In Chris, produced by Mrs. Lan- 
caster Wallis, at a series of five 
Matinéesat the Vaudeville Theatre 
last week, we see a good example 
of a play, which, although contain- 
ing some good points, must, never- 
theless, be added tu the already 
long list of dramatic failures. 
Where the piece chiefly fails is in 
its dialogue, which is both crude 
and insipid, and indeed, at times, 
becomes wearisome. There are one 
or two good situations in the play, 
and that which brings the second 
act toa climax is perhaps the re- 
deeming feature of the piece. 
To the company engaged in its 
interpretation great praise is due: all without exception do their 
best, Mra. Lancaster Wallis Sant Matthews and Herbert Waring 
being especially conspicuous, 


= 


(Saturday, April 9, 1892 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEKK ENDING APRIL 16TH, 1892, 
—— 

10th April, 1744.—On this day, Grace Pett, a fisher: 
wife, of the parish of St. Clement's, in Ipswich, died of spontan.... 
combustion. She was in the habit of going downstairs ¢y.. 
night after she was undressed to smoke a pipe. Her daush;, 
who slept with her, did not miss her till the morning, when, 
downstairs, she found her mother's body extended over the hea 
with her legs on the deal floor, She appeared like a block of y.,, 
burning with a glowing fire without flame, 


11th April, 1886.—A paper of this date says, that at Bev), 
ham, a man was fined, according to Act 19, Geo. If., cap. 21, ». Sar 
two shillings and one shilling costs, for using profane words. Ti 
Act provided that “every day labourer, common soldier and «.,. 
mon seaman who shall pene curse and swear shall par 4 
penalty, on conviction, of 1s.; and every other person under a 
degree of a gentleman, 2s.; and every person of or above :). 
degree of a gentleman, 53." In default of payment, the pena; 
clause further orders that the offender, “if a common soldier ¢- 
common seaman, shall be placed in the stocks for a period in r 
portion to the fine inflicted.” The complainant was the defy.,.. 
ant's next door neighbour, and who said he was in the hati: 
using intolerably bad languave, which, however, was used } 
defendant in his own house. The defendant's counsel maintain. 
that the language used was not profane; and the defendant sta:.i 
that he himself was not a gentleman, thus saving three shillinis. 


12th April, 1828.—Among the projects talked of this day : 
the better protection of the environs of London from the ext: 
depredations to which they had become subject, was the estab!is;. 
ment of police offices in various parts of the outskirts of the towg 
—such as Hackney, Greenwich, Lambeth, and Hammersmith, 


13th April, 1828.—The following jew d'esprit of Theodore 
Hook's appears in John Bull of this date. 
“ Married—At Long Island, Mr. James Anderson to Miss Anna Bread. 
“While toasts their lovely graces spread, 
And fops around them flutter, 
Tl be content with Anna Bread, 
And won't have any but her.” 


~ 14th April, 1857.—Mr. John Billington made his {i 
London appearance this day as “ Harry Mowbray,” in Like « 
Unlike, at the Adelphi Theatre. 


15th April, 1625.—Mr. William Neve, writing this day: 
Sir Thomas Hollonde, says: “The King's (James |.) body wi 
about March 29th, disbowelled, and his heart was found to be gr 
but soft, his liver, fresh as a young man's; the suture of his hia 
8o strong, as they could hardly break it open with a chisel ani 
saw, and so full of brains as they could not, upon the openin; 
keep them from spilling, a great mark of his infinite judgnie: 
His body, enbalmed, came from Theobald’s by torehlight, theret 
being allowed three hundred dozen, Yesternight, between ni: 
and ten of the clock through Smithfield, Holbourne, Chancery Tau 
so to Denmark House. All state observed there by the servant: 
as if the King were living.” 


16th April, 1884.—A Parisian journal of this date repor: 
that the prefect of Ain, who had been actively engaged in queliir: 
the riots at Lyons, returned to his home safely, but next mornin. 
as he was hastening to quit his apartment, in order to enter t 
carriage which was to convey him to the mayoralty with |. 
intended bride, he stumbled against a piece of furniture and thir 
down his musket, which he had left there loaded the day befun. 
The piece went off and shot him dead. 


THE ERA OF CHAOS. 
(By A FLABBERGASTER PHILOSOPHER.) 
PREFATORY. 
LET me the beaten track shun of your so called men of activn, 
And in absolute abstraction rest until I've demonstrated 
A fact I've oft asserted, with which Gilbert, too, has flirted, 
That the world’s become inverted aud its system dislocated. 


POLITICO-J URISPRUDENTIAL. 
It used to be contended that, though laws might be amended, 
Still, until the world was ended, law must always be respecte’, 
But the ethics of “Salvation” bid us laugh at legislation, 
While law breakers rule the nation from all penalty protected 


AT BOW STREET. 

“EH, now, Sorr John! ve'll be aisy wid me. "Twas never bef.» 
I was afore yer honour. Faith, | knew yer father an’ mother !-- 
fore ye, the angels make their pillows this noight! and it’s a ric 
foine family o’ childer they raised. If ye're loike yer father, Ser 
John, ye'll not hould me.” - 

His dropsical, cherry-hued face stamped him as a harde! 
pewter sucker. He had figured in every police dock in Lond 
and here he was, once again, in the good old iron cot where tic 
hush them to bye-bye opposite the Fancy Balleries, 

“How long have you been out ?" asked Sir John. 

“Och, now ! that’s harrdly a fair question tew ask an old frien’, 
Sorr John.” . 

“You must answer the question. How long have you been out: 

“Shure, if ye insist, yer honour, Oi'll say it's near a month.” 

“Very well, then, go back for three months.” 

“Howly mother o' th’ murdered Parr-nell !” he ejaculated. *! 
wondher who gave me away? Shure,” he continued, as a blir 
coated officer led him away—“ shure, if I’d a-tould him I knew hs 
grandfathorr, he'd ha’ given me six. Begobs! ‘tis a narrer escap? 
I've had, for th’ worruds were on the tip o’ me tongue!" 

_o_——_ 


MEDICAL CHESTNUTS. 

“No, no,” expostulated the anecdotal doctor with whom we liad 
been discussing economy, “I don't grumble at folks who, previdivs 
their ailments are of minor importance, seek to evade a doctors 
bill by going to a prescribing chemist ; what I do kick at, thous) 
is the man who, being in a difficulty with some portion or othcr 
his anatomy, calls in a specialist—a medico who has made 2 
study of one aga aed disorder—and then, when he's put to righ 
wants to settle with the specialist at a figure that even the chem: 
would jib at.” 

“That's perfectly reasonable.” 

“Tt is. But I'll tell you of acase, I was sent for very late on? 
night to go six miles to see an old fellow of very miserly habit: 
My particular line is bone-setting. I found the old boy ina vr 
anxious state of mind, unable to articulate a single word, his }3“ 
having been dislocated. Well, having reduced the affected mem!" 
I was asked what my fee was. ‘Two guineas,’ | said— reasoual’ 
enough.’ ‘ What?" eried the old skinflint, affecting astovishme! 
‘No, I'll give you half a guinea—not a penny more!’ by, 

«| naturally felt annoyed, but having an idea as to how T mig! 
fet straight with him, I waived the question, as if disinclined ' 

andy words. ‘By-the-way,’ 1 said, taking s seat, ‘did you es" 
hear that story about recovering umnbrellas ?’ and, one after anot! ae 
I proceeded to rake from the ashes of the past all the grey whisker! 
‘chestnuts’ 1 could think of. Ha! ha! ha! = ti 

“The old brute stood it for some time without being vi=!''" 
affected, but at last he had to give out—he yawned, and threw }° 
jaw out of place again ! i 

“Just what I'd been playing for. ‘Good evening, sir,’ I sai’. 
I gotup to go. He did not reply—he couldn't—but he gesticu 
wildly, pointing all the time to his mouth. Fora time | pretener 
that 1 couldn't understand his signals of distress, but tinsll: ! 
relist, and signalled that I would reset his jaws for four gui! 
cash ! . 

“Of course he couldn't demur; but I think you'll allow !* 
him uptomy price! Ah, sir, they're wonderful things, chestnu's 

They are, they are! 
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Baturday, April 9, 1892.) 
ARCHER’S BOGEY. 


Air, William Archer has been (per essay and lecture) strongly advocating the 
| abolition of the Licenser of Plays.) 


A IS an Archer, 


who thinks 
the droll 
og !) 


That ev'ry play 
licenser acts as 
a clog. 

“Go to!” says 
this — Archer, 
“my bow will 
I raise 

"Gainst all such 


officials who 
tamper with 
plays!" 


So, in essays, and 
eke at the 
Playgoers’ 
Club, 

Our “W, A.” 
gave the 
Censor a snub. 

He opined that 
our stage 
needs (in 
scarce any 
phase) 

No official who dareth to license our plays. 

s 


till. the good Mr, SLOPER (that lover of shows) 
Dorsn't like what Sweet William doth darkly propose ; 
A Censor é# needed—or else, in these days, 
So-called “ ludependents ” would play some strange plays, 


Tresides, ALLY thinks that the Hee should remain, 
Not only to check matters lewd and profane— 

Bur, also, because in more erudite days, 

They ‘ll choose good ST. SLOPER as Censor of Plays. 


THAT INTERVIEW. 

was dreadfully hungry, this gaunt, hollow eyed, down at heel 
vidual. For hours he had hung about Fleet Street, in the hope 
eing able to borrow half a crown or so, but without success. 
acquaintances looked the other way when they saw him com- 
Sponger wasn't a bad fellow, they admitted, but then he 
ldn't have drunk himself off the Daily Cuckoo, Sponger could 
if he chose when he was sober, which, however, wasn't often. 
devil, he was sober enough this morning, and,as we have said, 
ry, wolfishly hungry. Suddenly, as his eye fell upon the pro- 
pie exhibited outside a popular music hall in the Strand, he 
ed. An idea had struck him—a glorious, a magnificent idea. 
it was easily worked if he only dare—if, hang it all, he WOULD. 
Ifan hour later, Miss Tottie Flambeaux, “ of the leading halls,’ 
informed by her maid that a gentleman from the Daily 
oo was at the door, and wished to interview her for his paper. 
wasan unexpected, 
dreamt of honour. 
Daily Cuckoo, why, 
irculation touched 
ns—it meant for- 
fame, everything 
See him? why, 
pourse she would. 
him to wait in the 
ing room, and take 
me sherry and bis- 
and thealbum with (q 
press notices. So Q 
pus was Miss Flam- 
ix to appear at her 
that it was quite an 
before she sailed 
ithe presence of the 
viewer. She wasa 
surprised at his 
Arance, but these 
ry gents are so 
less in this respect, . 
then he had such a list of delightful questions. Dear, dear, 
he really twenty? The public, he knew, would be as astonished 
imself to learn that she was more than eighteen. Was it true 
she had refused an offer of £500. week to sing at the Slippity ? 
was her reason for refusing the offer of marringe made her 
he Duke of Buttonshire? Was it a fact that she received on 
verage fifty proposals a week, chiefly from members of the 
ocracy? Were her diamonds only worth £70,000? And, oh! 
: Df other nice questions, He stayed to lunch, and they had such 
| pg little meal. It's true the wine which had_ been sent out for 
a good deal; but, then, what did it matter? The interviewer 
e mired | Cuckoo must be treated as befitted his importance. 
treated he was right royally. Heartily did Miss Flambeanx 
her guest good-bye, and prondly did she lend him a half- 

a cab fare, he, careless fellow, having forgotten his purse. 


* * * * bad 
onzer was seen about an hour after the “interviewer” had 
ted tendering s half-crown in payment for a drink. 


* a ° . e 
ny days have passed since the events recorded above. Miss 


Flambeaux has carefully and anxiously scanned the columns ‘ 


Daily Cuckoo, but that interview hasn't yet appeared. 


—_—_>—_—. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV."” 
No. 41.—QUEENIE D'ArcourtT. 


Youne Paris, holding in his hand 
Austere Discordia's apple, scanned 
The charms of three bright dames 
with bland 
Yet scrutinizing eyes. 

Extremely fair were all the three, 
Yet whoso of the trio he 
Esteemed most fair, on her should be 

Lestowed the wished-for prize. 


When his decision, unabashed 


Ned given, her tecth Minerva 
gnashed, 

~ While fearsome flames of fury 
~ flashed 


From frenzied Juno's eyes, 
Rut bright as ever bright might be 
The cheeks of Venus glowed with 
glee, 

For, as the champion charmer, she 
Had grabbed the gorgeous prize! 
Yet, could young Paris judge once 

more, 
Not those three dames alone, but 


: 
- Ss 
a 


sa four, . 
\ Fair Venus, like the twain, would o'er 

A His verdict pipe her eyes ! 

hw Let Queenie with those dames com- 


= shee 

And, be they ne'er so fair and sweet, 
Je umpire, bent at Queenie’s feet, 
To her would hand the prize! 


a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_~— 


“ DEVONSHIRE HOTEL,” SEASIDE ROAD, FASTBOURNE, 
? March 26th, 1892. 

S1r,—Having been a reader of your paper for some time back, I 
have taken the liberty of sending you the inclosed cutting froma 
local paper, from which you will observe that Alderman Morrison, 
the Mayor of Eastbourne, was making the journey from Brighton 
to Eastbourne recently. Soon after starting, the other occupants 
of the compartment began to discuss the Eastbourne Sunday 
disturbances, One of the number, a Brighton and Lewes tradesman, 
waxed particularly warm in his devunciation of the Mayor of 
Eastbourne, and, singularly enough, appealed to Alderman Morri- 
son for confirmation of his views. tis worship, quickly turn- 
ing the incident to humorous account, seriously assured his 
fellow-passenger that he entirely endorsed his every remark. En- 
couraged by this sympathetic response, the declamatory trade 
critic denounced Eastbourne’s Mayor more vehemently than ever, 
and applied to the latter's character and conduct all the most 
formidable anathemas that he could summon to his aid. When 
the train reached Lewes, and as the vehement one proceeded to 
alight, Alderman Morrison courteously handed him his card, and 
then, as you may guess, the band played loudly. Kindly insert 
this letter and oblige, Yours truly, E. Rh. DAMM. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 

No. 108.—HE Tries TO Buy a NEw Ire. 
“ THE last giraffe at the Zoo, is dead.” 
So the Friend of Man in his paper read, 
And, after emitting a tear or two 

Of sorrow, profound and bitter, 
He went post haste to the boss of the Zoo., 
And cried: “1 am anxious, my friend, that you 

Shall sell me that poor dead critter !" 


Said the boss of the Zoo., as he wept aloud, 

“ Of iny last giraffe | was fond and proud, 

And [ tell you straight that if you intend 

Its carcass for sausagey meat to vend, 

Or to stuff the beast and its form display 
In your ‘Sloperies’ window, then, sir, 

My giraffe shall never be yours for aye, 

Though ten thousand pounds for its hulk vou pay 
And ten thousand times that ten, sir!” i 


Then SLoPER answered, “ Dismiss, dismiss 
Such base suspicions, my friend, as this. 
I care not a button what price | pay 
For your dead giraffe, but | beg to say 
That | want the thing for the good of man: 
I'm a‘ SLOPER's Butfoon’ inditing, 
And [ thoroughly study, whene’er [ can. 
The creatures of which I'm writing !" 


“Tf that be so,” said the boss of the Zoo., 
“Not a single red cent will | take from you, 
Accept the giraffe as a gift, my lad, 

And | trust your investigation 
Of its lanky frame will immensely add 

To our sources of information!" 


But, just as the boss of the Zoo, had given 

Instructions that Mr. Giraffe be driven 

To Mildew Court in a covered van, 

Lo! into his office all breathless ran, 

That idiot spoiler of SLOPER's games, 

That squasher of SLOPER'S most noble aims, 

Alexandry by name: and cried to the boss, 

“Don't give that air critter to dad, old hoss ! 

‘Cos why? He's kept on with his boozing tricks 
Till he’s nearly worn out his throttle, 

So its neck on his body he wants to fix, 

That he still may swig gallons of rum, old six, 
And whisky, and gin from his bottle!” 

SSS 


“ENGLISH IS SPOKEN.” 

THE back pages of many of the English newspapers published in 
Paris—such, for instance, as the Galignane Messenger and the 
Continental Times—liiteraily bristle with advertisements of Parisian 
boarding-houses where the great attraction advertised is “ English 
spoken.” Here is a sample of the “English spoken.” 

The eminent Englishman, on his way out for a morning appetiser, 
meets Madame on the ent resol. 

“ Bon jour, madame,” he saye, “ what's the bill o' fare to-day— 
the carte du jour?” 

“Ah, m'sieu—zere is of ze soup of ze beef, of ze jambe of ze 
aeetee sneer alee of ze poultry ze hen-roast. The which wish 
you 
“A piece of the hen, s'il rows plait, with the pomme de—- What 
the deuce is French for earth—hang it! With the—er—pomme.” 

“ Eh bien. Wish you of ze apples of ze earth to the water or to 
the furnace?" 

“Neither. Cook them, please, to the master of the hotel.” 

“Certainlee. And ze time?" 

“ Oh—er—about one hours of the clock, as I go to see the Prix 
Firegas rt, courses des chevauz, at two hours of the clock.” 

“ Oui m'sieu,” 

“ And, you can bet, when ‘she brings in his dinner she wears a 
smile that would have captured St. Anthony ; and he, the susceptible 
boarder, forgets the toughness of the drumstick in the tenderness 
of a gracious—not to say a scrumptious—Parisiau landlady. 

— 


THE MAIDEN’S GRATITUDE. 
1 CROSSED your hand with silver, 
oO girsy gaunt and old! 
And you looked into the heavens above, 
And you swore to me that my absent love 
Had not been drowned in the stormy main, 
But would surely come to my arms again 
Ere another month had rolled. 


I crossed your hand with silver, 
O gipsy grey and old! 
And you saw that my thoughts of my sailor lad 
And his doubtful fate had driven me mad. 
You saw that with sorrow the grave | neared, 
So into the skies, for my sake, you peered 
And his safe return foretold ! 


I crossed your hand with silver, 
O gipsy good and old! 
And I knew your prediction was all pretence, 
But | dwelt on your words till my wild suspense 
Giave way toa hope that was strong to save 
A poor pining girl from an early grave, 
Till her love came back from the stormy main: 


So your skill, though shammed, was not shammed in vain, | 


And I pray you to stretch me your hand again, 
And I'll cross it with liberal gold! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Whr isn fascinating young lady like a notice sent toa number 
of persons 7—Because she's a sir-killer. 

WHEN a tragedian has played Hamlet, Macheth and Dickus 
Tertius, he may describe himself as an actor of much (Sh)ake- 
spearience. 

Why would organ-grinders get on badly without the letter D?— 
Because they would only grin when they ought to grind, 

THE terror of peace loving citizens—" Terror-o'-Boom-de-ay !” 

ALLY went into a pub, the other day, pointed to the gin-tap, and 
laconically said, “G.” And the idiotic barman couldnt twig that 
the Backbone of Brevity wanted “half a go.” 


ed ee 
SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALe oF DIABLERIE.) 
—— 
CHAPTER VII. 
TRE first cloud on the domestic bliss of the Simpson household 


had arisen, and Peter Crawley Simpson recoguized the fact that 
there was a crisis 


pending. 

“My dear,” said 
Peter, mildly. 
“Don't call me 


dear, you wretch 
said the tear stained 
and slightly = dis- 
hevelled Mrs, Simp- 
son, 

“My darling——" 

“Don't call me 
darling! Go away 
to your Rosherville 


females and cail 
them caine. 
“ Lydia, know 


no Rosherville 
females y 

“You do! you 
know you do! Do 


Fauahianes 7 cae 
you mean to tell me 4 unity’ 


that you did not 
speak to females at 
Roshervilie?” 

“No, my dear——' 

“You did! you 
know you did! It 
is all there in black 
and white. You 
were on your oath,” 

“Tam—" 

* Yes, you know 
you are! and you 
know you ought to be, you base wretch! You were away all dav 
with these women, and you ought to be bowed down with grief 
at such treatment to your poor wife; but you are not, you aban- 
doned creature!" 

“But | didn't—" 

“Didn't what?” 

“T didn't——" 

< ron ala you know you did! You danced with them!" 

"Lydia, I— 

“You daren’t deny it. Do you think I am so simple ns to believe 
you danced hornpipes and clog dances and Hightand tlings—that 
you turned out and gave an exhibition of solo dances?) You know 
that you can't dance jigs, nor hornpipes, nor savage dances, Oh, 
you wretch! why did 1 
leave my mother?" 
“Lydia, be reason- 
able. You , 

“Don't speak to me, 
sir; and you not only 
danced, but drank with 
the wicked wretches. 
You drank whisky and 
stout. Oh, you aban- 
doned wretch !" 

“Lwas-—" 

“Hold your tongue, 
sir!” said) Mrs, Simp- 
son; “hold your 
tongue! ‘You should 
be ashamed of your- 
self! said the coroner,” 
sobbed Mrs, Simpson, 

“1 didnt—" 

“Yes, you did! vou 
know you did! You 
had a lobster supper 
with them. Oh, you 
wretch! | would like to 
scratch your face,” said 
Mrs, Simpson, as she 
plunged her head once 
more among the pillows 


“It is all there iv black and white.” 


and sobbed _ hysteri- 
cally. 

“Let me_ explain,” 
enid =Peter Crawley 


Simpson, as he meekly 
bowed his head to the 
storm, noping thereby 
ie his infuriated spouse. “A word or two of explanation 
will— 

“T want no explanation. I won't listen to one. I won't submit 
to this treatment any longer. I will go home to my mother, and 
will sue for a judicial separation at once ;" and then Mrs. Simpson 
departed from the room like a feminine cyclone, and banged the 
door after her with a thud so severe that two engravings and a 
plaster of Paris bust of Shakespeare crashed in atoms on the floor. 

She left 2 completely crushed man behind her. Veter Crawley 
Simpson bowed his head with woe, and as he rank into an uneasy 
easy-chair, the cold swent sprang to his forehead and life seemed 
to have lost all its brightest and best at one blow. His unfortunate 
Appearance at the inquest had developed a new phase of hts wife's 
character. Hitherto she had been meek as a lily, and had accepted 
his caresses and love in the mildest and most loving way, Now 
she was a perfect Juno in her fury, and the new development 
threatened 
discomfort 
for the fu- 
ture, even if 
he could get 
the unfortu- 
nate Rosher- 
ville ineci- 
dent ex- 
plained 
away, He 
would follow 
her to her 
room and 
make one 
more effort 
towards n 
reconcilia- 
tion, 

It could 
surely not be 
that the 
domestic 
felicity that 
had been so 
much en- 
joyed was to 
be wrecked 
and shivered : : 
in such away. And while he pressed hia beating head upon his 
forehead, the Demon Umbrella leaned gracefully in the umbrella- 
stand, with a malevolent smile curling around its ivory carvings, 

(To be continurd nert werk.) 


“ Lydia, be reasonable.” 


He sank into an uneasy easy-chair. 
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No, 250.—Mr. G. Eun, F.O.S. 

“At the present period, the chief topic of conversation is, 8 
undoubtedly. the University Boat Race, sv we shall, therefore, 
make no apology in submitting to our readers the above rtrait 
and the following short account of the life of the geuial stroke 
of the Cambridge eight. Although minute in all other detail, 
the interviewer to whoin we dedicate the task of ferreting out 
the necessary information, by some strange oversight neglected 
to obtain the Christian name of the gentleman in question, 
Necessity alone, therefore, compels us to utilize the letter ‘G* in 
its place, the said 'G,’ be it understood, being really his first 
initial letter, Born on the banks of the River Thames, G. had 
barely reached the age of seven months before he made himself 
notorious by stroking the family cat, together with his sister's 
cockatoo and an old family heirloom in the shape of a stuffed 
owl, thus early was his aquatic propensities made conspicuous, 
At the age of ten, so rapidly had both mind and body developed, 
that nothing would suffice but that he should send a challenge 
to the Sportiny Lye offering to row any man, woman oF beast 
for the championship of the world, The said challenge not being 
inserted, it was with great difficulty that our hero was prevented 
fromentering a monastery. Between the ages of ten and twenty, 
G. did nothing of note; but after that period, migrating to 
Cambridge, our hero speedily touk the University in tow, and by 
the aid of fair means and foul, improved rowing there beyond 
all knowledge. Chiefly tecause he is a capable stroke, Elin 
was created F.0.5., and the ‘Stoper Award of Merit,’ presented 
tu him April 18th, 1891."—Debrett Improved, 


cup and the lip.” 


Rookstall Youth, You'll take yer Tiverton Gazette as usual, Mr. 
Whortlebury ? Mr. W. Yes; but I'll take two on ‘em this 
time, as I don't think T'll be inter market next week, 


A gentleman, who is not the only one, who aces the world 
through blue spectacles during the few weeks that precede the 
Bat Race. Though some are apt to look at it through a single 
+veglass of one colour, 


London: Frinted by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Pub! 
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ALLY SLOPER’S Ha *+™ JLIDAY. (Saturday, April 9, 1802. 


UNPARDONABLE. 


wih Uy 


Wl) I, 


Swell (who has trodden un rough's foot). 1 beg your pardon. “THE COSTER’S SERENADE.” 


Rough. Pardon be blowed! Take that! 


PAT ROONEY'S ROCKERY. 


(). Pat Rooney having resolved to give up political agitation and betake himself 
to the peaceful pursuit of horticulture, selects a suitable spot in which to construct a 
rockery.—(2). “ Begor !" said he,as the work progressed, “it'll be an ornamintation 
to the country entoirely and a monument of Oirish industhry! ‘“ Houly Pater!” 
gasped Mick Casey, who happened to glance over the dyke at that moment, “look at 
the store av ammunition the devil's aftler layin’ in to bombard our Orange proces- 
(3). “Bedad! Oi'll settle the mane thricks for him!” he 


siun whin it passes!” 


you were courting, that vou loved him to dis’, 


Second Young Bride. Yes; and I never di ' 
until after marriage how thoruuglily distracted | \ 
at the time. 


i] 
| 
| First Young Bride. Didiu't you tell me, dear, \ 
| 


i 


*Arry is in the court below. 


added, as he poised his trusty blackthorn on high.—(4). Whirroo ! take that, \ 
murrderin’ omadlaun !" ——(5). Then followed a few personal explanations, | 
which the grotto played a prominent, not to say active, part. (6). * Begorra!” 
observed Pat when, after abont half an hour of gentle playfulness, it was all over. 
*T do belave that moonloightin’ orange-pip'’s spoiled me rockery entoirely, but |! 
ayther av us is in want av an iligant shcarecrowe for some toime to come, he wont 
| have to go the length av his fut to foind one. Bad cess tu the insulthin’ spalpect'.’ 


| * SLOPER’S rejected design for the 
No. 4.—Edith, | 


At: 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. UNAPPRECIATED. SOCIAL PESTS. 


new coinage, symbolising Great Britain and the 
Indian Empire. | It will be, wherr they leave off singing. 


i 
lished by the Proprietor, GILBERT DaLZIBL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, April 9, 1892. 


